Adams Breed was another case of an altered title and here
again Lynton comes into the picture. We were once more
staying at the Cottage Hotel when Newman Flower put
through a trunk call; he had been considering the original
title: Food, and had made up his mind that he could not
digest it. John was too agitated to grasp what he said, but
I hung on until I heard him protesting that with such a tide
the book would be still-born....
'It's bound to be mistaken for a cookery book*, he wailed.
Time was short and a title had to be found, and once more
I displayed my solitary talent. Firmly rejecting John's
frenzied suggestions, I ransacked the local Smith's for
sources of inspiration and ended by finding what we re-
quired in Kipling's Tomlinson: Tm all 'oer-sib to Adam's
Breed that I should mock your pain.' And what is more I
still think it a most excellent title!
And since I am busy just here blowing my own trumpet,
let me add that I also christened . .. The Well of Loneliness,
The Master of the House, and The Sixth Beatitude.
It was after the success of Adam's Breed that John came to
me one day with unusual gravity and asked for my decision
in a serious matter: she had long wanted to write a book on
sexual inversion, a novel that would be accessible to the
general public who did not have access to technical treatises.
At one time she had thought of making it a 'period' book,
built round an actual personality of the early nineteenth
century. But her instinct had told her that in any case she
must postpone such a book until her name was made; until
her unusual theme would get a hearing as being the work
of an established writer.
It was her absolute conviction that such a book
could only be written by a sexual invert, who alone
could be qualified by personal knowledge and experience
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